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trifle. It was only, he assures us, at spare moments that he
returned to the House Beautiful, the Delectable Moun-
tains, and the Enchanted Ground. He had no assistance.
Nobody but himself saw a line till the whole was complete.
He then consulted his pious friends. Some were pleased.
Others were much scandalized. It was a vain story, a mere
romance, about giants, and lions, and goblins, and warriors,
sometimes fighting with monsters, and sometimes regaled
by fair ladies in stately palaces. The loose atheistical wits
at Will's might write such stuff to divert the painted
Jezebels of the Court: but did it become a minister of the
gospel to copy the evil fashions of the world ? There had
been a time when the cant of such fools would have made
Bunyan miserable. But that time was past; and his mind
was now in a firm and healthy state. He saw that, in
employing fiction to make truth clear and goodness attrac-
tive, he was only following the example which every
Christian ought to propose to himself; and he determined
to print
The Pilgrim's Progress stole silently into the world.
Not a single copy of the first edition is known to be in
existence. The year of publication has not been ascertained.
It is probable that, during some months, the little volume
circulated only among poor and obscure sectaries. But
soon the irresistible charm of a book which gratified the
imagination of the reader with all the action and scenery
of a fairy tale, which exercised his ingenuity by setting
him to discover a multitude of curious analogies, which
interested his feelings for human beings, frail like himself,
and struggling with temptations from within and from
without, which every moment drew a smile from him by